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J^mmi/KNSIUC Chi*f of Police, re- 
reived a atysterioua, untr tc— bl * pbon* 
call Tuesday morning. A voic* which b* did 
»ot recognise M i ; .v, word*: 'Haunted bouse 
— yostf] be ' - •*«* - ■ c op- 

"A J***." be thoufht. "undoubtedly But 
the pbon* call '< i • ~ • "»nd all 

doming. Perbape somebody who** curiosity . 
had lad hint to laek through tha eld deserted 
km had found something that b« should 
■ - - - ibeui Tha fact that tha -caller didst 
rat to b« bnpllcssed ~ ; at mean that h* had 
found aecaotbtng serious. H*£d take a look, at 
least. X 

So about tan-thirty h* called to Daddies, 
hii iiM iri Doddle* waa a vc.-.r, man with 
■ t feet and what the chief considered not 
too large a brain. Re chewed bobble gum. and 
often. especially when the chief wasn't look- 
ing, large, slowly expand in g pink globules 
would creep from hit month, exploding nois- 
ily and peppering his chin with 00411 sticky 
blob*. Hi* birth certificate in the ta>*m clerk's 
office listed him aa George Shay, and he often 
■poke of himself a* as "esttousnlogist." The 
chief did not know the meaning of the word 
"tstoraoiogttt" and paid no attention to tfaia 
hobby of hi* assistant. To him. Daddies was 
a policeman only, and a mighty poor on* at 
that. v 

-Daddies.'' the chief called, 'get the jalopy. 
We're going out to the haunted bouse." 

Daddies said nothing, being engaged at the 
moment in tacking back into his mouth a tare* 
pink bubble But. b* are** aad brought th* 
car to the front of th* station boos*. The In- 
sistent "beep-beep" of its born, its rattling and 
chugging, inform* d Chief Bnxasid* that Ha 
chariot awaited hia Soon the two men wen 
rolling down the street. \ 
-Where are w* going. Chief?" Daddlnl 
turned^o his superior expectantly. 
Tm told you already." said th* 



chief. 



"We're going to the h*ont*d bouse. Why don ; 
yon listen?' 

The young mm set the nlren going, let's 
give the ghosts a scare, huh. chief?" 

The taunted house" was a deserted farm 
three miles out on the Tipton rood. No ont 
bad lived la it for tan years, and the prop- 
erty was o vet gr own with weeds, the window, 
broken. Inevitably, h had come to be tbour,fc: 
of aa haunted, and the local real estate men 
h*d long ago given up trying to sell or rent 
ft. It jnst set there, rotting. 

Th* chief waa somewhat wary of entertnc 
It inaned lately. "Always be alert." be told Dad- 
dies, who had wanted to burst through the 
aagging door. "Can't tall what'* going to be 
In there. Maybe it a soma tort of ambush ~ 
Ke [ncfaod th* door open cautiously, shudder- 
ing at toe' eerie shriek of the rusted bingci 
His *y*% pierced the gloom and scanned th* 
dusty interior. Nothing waa to be seen, except 
for co bw e bs, everywhere. 

Chief Bumside motioned to his assistant, 
and stepped inside. Etched In the dost, lead- 
ing from the doorway, stretching acroes thi 
floor, were tome footprints and a thin, wavy, 
double line. 

"Careful. Daddies, doat mens those up." 
• Th* mark* went right acroaa the room to 
a door on the other side which opened onto 
a flight of rotting stairs leading down into 
the cellar. * * 

. "What do you make of it. Daddl**?* 

Daddlee blew a alow, «vw -enlarging pint 
balloon from his mouth. The chiefs eye* grew 
large as be watched It. then he shuddered ■> 
the balloon popped loudly. 

-Well. Chief. Td say somebody dragged 
something over to fke cellar. That accounts 
for *he footprints and the lines corning this 
wsy. And then that sstnunasneone came bock, 
and out the door again. That accounts for th* * 
footprints going that wary." 



MAXVEL 

ijt you ware - ■ f ' i r - down Into 

ailar.' 

"Careful of tba cobwebs, bona." Daddlaa took 
flashlight (ran hia bock pockat and • ' i , 
c * of tha web*. That't r • - u Pfca- 
-rode*. You can tall 'em by ti * abort 
strands at sharp angles to each other. They're 
cellar epidero." 

Bat tbo chief was too busy wiping hit faca 
to thank Daddies for this amaaiaa; bit of infer- 

-What's down there, Daddlaa?" - \ 
-Just a minute, bow." Tht chief - 1 ■< * » 
moment, than ran quickly down tbo statr*. 
Daddies had • r."t»«n a load gasp and a largo 
jul p. "Thtrr i a dead r&ao down bore. Chief !" 

Chief Buruside taatcbod tbo flashlight frera 
hi i aaaiatant. "Giva mo that, this as « job for • 
as t ap art f • 

Tbo corpoo proved to bo that of Elton Tomp- 
kins, an elderly farmer from nearby Tipton. 

"bf ordered. Daddies?' 
. -tare is. boos. Look at the back of htm bead.' 

-Correct," the chief said. "And whoever did 
k dragged Tompkins through the door, scrota 
* the room 'vpatairi and down into the cellar 
hart. Than ho left the heats*. That accoeeots 
for the footsteps going ont alone Bat who. 
Daddies. who!*" . . 

'Well. Chief." Daddies said. "Mr. Taenpkina 
ssna a vary rich mas. And it stands to reason 
that any ease of his relatives might ' ■ 
wanted to batrry aloof hi * death so that the 
money waiilil be Inherited faster. It seems to 
too tbsst'w* ought to pay a visit to each and 
rvecy ocm of hia relatives." 

"Vary amaft. Daddies." the chief said. "I 
think yo« ought to bo a sergeant. Daddies, 
That is, II yew ran break yourself of tho bub- 
. ble pa habit." 

Tha Nit day was spent visit rag tho Tomp- 
kins family. Nat aulv was aacfa tncrabar ques- 
tioned, but his boose was searched- No does 
tamed up. Alibis far tha time of tha rsttrdar, 
which tha coroner had established to have bren 
about eight-thirty tbo night befoca. were all. 
id good crdi- Only ooe of' the anapocts, a 
nephew naasad Ft entice Tompkins, had been 
t of Ma Venai on the night of the murder, 
drove ever to Emmetsville to the early 



FAMbU 

While Chief Bursslde ! 
nation. Daddies searched tha boose, seekinx 
Incriminating evidence. He returned to the 
front roam, carrying * • »' r ot trousers over 
hit left arm. In hia right hand was a revolver, 
which ha pointed at Prentice Tompkins. 

"Oat 'am op, yon murderer." Kaeplaf bis 
cyan and hia gam on tha man ha had just ac- 
cusant,' ha tanadd tha trousers to the chief. 
-There's your proof, boss. Look at the spider 
web on ton ri|ht lef ." • 
• Tha chief tutatocd lu "How do you account 
for that. Tompkins? That' haonted house 
where your uncle was murdered Is filled with ^ 
spider webs." 

Tompkins laughed. "Oh, that." he said- "Put 
your fool gun away. Last Bright driving back 
from tha movies my car's radiator began to 
boil over. I was techy enough to be neat 
Hooter's creek, so I stopped, c r ossed tha field 
and got a can of water. I noticed wham I got 
• back to tba car that I'd collected a number af 
spider weba on ray pants, from tha boshes and 
woods of tha field. That'* one of them." 

-He"i a liar. Chief," Daddies said. "That 
satider-wsb coomo from the haunted house. Put 
your hands up again. Tompkins. I ain't an 
entomologist for nothing." That's a v "horror 
' Pbabagiodt web, and Pholcus don't never go 
em In tha field*. She's strictly a beune girl. 
Cellars eepociaJly." 

"•Okay," said *thmpkins, "you've got ma. I 
killed him." . 

WhsRiVING his prisoner back to the station 
MW house. Chief Bumslde was a bit mote 
respectful to Daddies. "What was the name of 
that spider?" 

"Phtkut Phalia . . * 

"Speak English. Has it got an English 
name?" 

Daddlaa gave a contented laugh. 'It turt 
baa," he said. "And named just right for this 
can*, tool" 

-How's that?" tha chief asked, suddenly in- 
tsrnttcd in entomology. 

There' was a delay, than a loud" pop 
tha direction of Daddlaa' mouth. "Hold on 
■ ■ - Chief. It's called the 'Ghost Spider*." 
THE END 



